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She worked herself forward with shoulders and elbows,
urged by the desire to stand next to her son.
When Pavel had uttered that word which to him was
full of profound significance, he felt his throat contract in a
spasm of joy. He was seized by the desire to offer his heart
to these people, a heart aflame with dreams of justice.
"Comrades!" he exclaimed, drawing from the syllables
his strength and his ecstasy. "We are the people who build
churches and factories, who forge chains and mint money.
We are that living force by which all are fed and kept
alive, from the cradle to the gravel"
"That's right!" cried Rybin.    U  444 tO
"Always and everywhere we are the first to work and
the last to get any consideration. Who cares about us?
Who has ever done the slightest thing for us? Does any-
one even look on us as human beings? No!" ^ o
"No!" came an echoing voice.	%" ' * * -^
As he got under way, Pavel began to speak more sim-
ply and calmly, and the crowd slowly 'drew closer, merg-
ing into a single, thousand-headed body which looked up
into his face with its myriad of attentive eyes, drinking in
his every word.	G, C?& lfH
"We'll never win a better lot for ourselves until we
realise that we're all comrades, a family of friends bound
together by the single desire to fight for our rights*"
**Come to the point!" cried someone standing near the
mother in a rough voice.	f^ L | t*f)
"Don't interrupt!" came two voices froip aifferent sides.
The grimy faces frowned with sullen scepticism, but
many eyes searched Pavel's face thoughtfully.
"A Socialist, but no fool!" observed someone.
'Talking up bold, isn't he?" said a tall one-eyed worker,
giving the mother a nudge.
"It's time for us to realise, comrades, that no one will
help us but ourselves. All for one and one for all—that's
our motto if we want to lick our enemies,"
"He's speaking the truth, fellows!" called out Makho-
tin, shaking his fist in the air.

